GORDON    BOTTOMLEY
THE END OF THE WORLD
THE snow had fallen many nights and days ;
The sky was come upon the earth at last,
Sifting thinly down as endlessly
As though within the system of blind planets
Something had been forgot or overdriven.
The dawn now seemed neglected in the grey
Where mountains were unbuilt and shadowless
trees
Rootlessly paused or hung upon the air.
There was no wind, but now and then a sigh
Crossed that dry falling dust and rifted it
Through crevices of slate and door and casement.
Perhaps the new moon's time was even past.
Outside, the first white twilights were too void
Until a sheep called once, as to a lamb,
And tenderness crept everywhere from it ;
But now the flock must have strayed far away.
The lights across the valley must be veiled,
The smoke lost in the greyness or the dusk.
For more than three days now the snow had
thatched
That cow-house roof where it had ever melted
With yellow stains from the beasts' breath inside ;
But yet a dog howled there, though not quite
lately.
Someone passed down the valley swift and sing-
ing,
Yes, with locks spreaded like a son of morning;
But if he seemed too tall to be a man
43